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France Admits Homosexuality 



PARIS,FRANCE- Ending 
years of awkward specula¬ 
tion by neighbors, allies, 
enemies and neglected 
ex-girlfriends, the second 
largest country of West¬ 
ern Europe finally built 
up the courage to confirm 
what most of the world 
had suspected for centu¬ 
ries: France is gay. 

In a press conference 
Tuesday morning, Prime 
Minister Jacques Chirac 
explained his country’s 
controversial announce¬ 
ment: “France is not 

becoming gay. France has 
always been gay, and always will be 
gay—haven’t you seen Moulin Rouge?” 
Chirac adjusted his Yves Saint-Lau- 
rent codpiece then continued. “But 
after three months of counseling, the 
French collective has decided to go 
public with this. Not only is our great 


nation defined by Liberte and Equalite, 
but Sodome and Buggere -basically, 
a whole lot more Fraternite than you 
thought.” At that, Chirac proceeded to 
unveil a new pastel version the French 
flag as Gloria Gaynor herself was on 
hand to debut France’s new national 


anthem, I Will Survive. 

Although the official 
announcement sets a new stan¬ 
dard in geopolitical openness, 
many nations had already con¬ 
sidered France’s homosexual¬ 
ity a foregone conclusion. In 
fact, the US State Department 
had upgraded France to exclu¬ 
sive “Flamboyant” diplomatic 
status in the mid-seventies, 
above the more ambiguous “A 
Fittle Too Friendly” category 
occupied by Spain and Norway, 
the “Talks About Clothes Too 
Much” grouping of Italy and 
Greece and the “Am I Para¬ 
noid, Or Was He Just Flirting 
With Me?” class of which Portugal is 
the only member. 

Still, France remains the largest land- 
mass to make such open overtures since 
England suggestively dubbed Elton 

See FRANCE 
page 6 


Armless Girl Wonders Why She's 
Always Picked Last For Dodgeball 

Legless Boy Voices Same Concerns at Kickball Tryouts 



ANN ARBOR, MI— For most 
children at Tappan Middle 
School, P.E. class is the best 
time of the day. But for 7 th - 
grader Julie Raison, who was 
born without arms, gym can be 
painful. 

“Gym’s okay sometimes, I 
guess,” said Julie. “It’s just the 
days we play dodgeball that I 
don’t like. I mean, nobody ever 
wants me on their team, and I 
don’t get why. They just kind of 
avoid looking at me when they’re 
picking teams. But I’m always 
the last person out when we play, 
usually nobody even throws a 
ball anywhere near me until 
there’s nobody else left to hit. 

“And anyway, I’m always, like, 
the first person picked when we 
play soccer,” Julie added. “It just doesn’t 
make any sense.” 

Julie’s parents say that she was often 
glum and distracted after days when she 
played dodgeball in gym. He would even 
refuse to take part in rollicking games of 
“Snake in the Grass” with her three sib¬ 


lings— an after-school staple at the Raison 
household— with Julie featured as the 
‘snake” nearly every time. 

Several of Julie’s teachers also noticed 
frequent changes in her academic perfor¬ 
mance after her P.E. classes, and investi¬ 
gated the reasons. In doing so, they noted 


other problems with Julie’s per¬ 
formance in school. 

“Well, Julie's a very special 
child,” said her social studies 
teacher Jenny Giles., “and she 
has very special needs. Julie 
exhibits the signs of a child who 
needs a little extra help with her 
education. She never volunteers 
to answer questions in class, 
writes sloppily, always with her 
pens in her mouth, and she’s 
reluctant to socialize with other 
children, just staring as they 
offer their hands in friendship. A 
couple of the other teachers and 
I had a meeting, and we decided 
that Julie would be better off in 
special education classes.” 

Julie has recently been placed 
in such a class, and she is still 
adjusting to her new environment. 

“I thought I was learning okay in my 
classes, but they told me I had to be in dif¬ 
ferent ones,” Julie said. “I guess they must 
be right. After all, who could argue with 
the unbounded wisdom and compassion of 
middle school teachers?” 
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National News 


US Conflates Marginal Holidays 

December 7 th Now Marks Pearl Arbor Day 


In an effort to spark interest in two of our nation’s most 
ignored holidays, Congress has passed a law combining 
Pearl Harbor Day and Arbor Day into a single spectacu¬ 
lar day of Naval base-bombing, tree-planting fun. “Most 
people will tell you that a tree holiday celebrated on the 
last Friday of April and the remembrance of thousands of 
soldiers have nothing in common,’’ said Pearl Arbor Day 
lobbyist Gerald Atkins. 

“Both days have fallen into almost total obscurity, how¬ 
ever, and we hope by combining them we can inject some 
life into both. Pearl Harbor Day may have been a day that 
lived in infamy, but with any luck, Pearl Arbor Day will 
live in famy.” Atkins paused.” Which is the opposite of 
‘infamy.’ Which is bad. Therefore ‘famy’ must be good. 
Right?” 

As Atkins delivered his historic announcement, a new 
Pearl Arbor Day Senate committee was confronted with 
the formidable task of establishing credible ties between 
the two totally independent holidays. Several possible 
solutions have been proposed thus far. One suggestion 
involves uprooting several hundred trees then dumping 
into the ocean off the coast of Hawaii. “With is so much 
attention given to the soldiers who have died in American 
military conflicts, people tend to forget the thousands 
of innocent trees that died right along with them, gladly 
giving their lives to defend our country from invasions of 
elite beaver commandos,” explained environmental activ¬ 
ist Mary Sanchez while clasping a large box of tissues and 
holding a commemorative handbook printed with poison¬ 
ous ink on laminated, non-recyclable paper. “Damn you, 
Agent Orange! Damn you!!” 


WASHINGTON, D.C. -Since September 11 th , Presi¬ 
dent Bush’s rising popularity has demonstrated itself 
repeatedly through his increasing power on Capital 
Hill, and his formidable influence on the Republican 
campaign trail. Now Bush has taken the most impor¬ 
tant step in his presidential career: the move to the 
popular presidents’ table in the White House cafeteria 
at lunch. 

It began on September 12 th , the day after the terrorist 
attacks on the World Trade Center and Pentagon. Bush 
had just picked up his tray of spaghetti, tater tots, and 
2% milk, and was about to sit down in his usual place. 

“George [Washington] starts waving me over to his 
table,” Bush said, “and I was like, ‘Me?’ and he just 
grinds those wooden teeth and nods. So I go over, and 
he’s like, ‘Dub Man, you’ve done a sweetass job rally¬ 
ing the country. We’re totally impressed.’ And then 
has asks me to sit down. Can you believe it? George 
Washington— the coolest president—asking me to sit 
with him? And it was Dub Man, instead of that stupid 
nickname [Unqualified Nepotistic Moron]! I was like 
‘no way,’ and he was like ‘way.’ And I was like ‘no 
way’ and he was like ‘I never tell a lie.’ And I was like 
‘mondo killer sweet!’ He just looked at me weird for 
a minute after I said that, but then I sat down and we 
were cool again.’” 

Since then, Bush has remained the ‘life’ of the cool 
presidents’ table every day at lunch. 

“I’d be lyin’ to say I’m not a bit jealous,” said Jimmy 
Carter, a geek-table mainstay. “The cool presidents 
are always asking his opinion on steel tariffs and such. 
You know, I got a lot of experience on steel tariffs--” 


Still, despite ongoing debates over the proposed sugges¬ 
tions, experts project that the new holiday will be observed 
much like the two days were previously celebrated, with 
“a few weirdoes who really care doing something big and 
loud, and pretty much everybody else sitting at home and 
doing nothing.” 

Some have been displeased with the merger. “This isn’t 
the first time they’ve screwed us out of a holiday by com¬ 
bining two of them into one,” said one angry opponent of 
the decision. “Sure, it was nice when ‘Green Beer Day’ 
and ‘Drunkenly Stomp an Irishman Day’ became ‘St. 
Patrick’s Day,’ and then when Jesus’ Birthday and ‘Screw 
Jesus, Where’re my Toys Day’ became ‘Christmas.’ But 
last year’s observation of ‘Halloweaster’—celebrating the 
resurrection of Jesus by dressing up as ghouls and beg¬ 
ging for candy the way hundreds of crucifixion victims 
begged for an end to their painful agony—was a disaster. 
I heard next year the government is planning on creat¬ 
ing ‘Fat Valentine’s Day,’ where lovers give their partners 
candy so that they can stare at it longingly during their 
40-day fast in observance of Lent. And the city of Ann 
Arbor’s considering a ‘Naked Hash Mile.’ Basically 
instead of running a mile, former Hash Bash participants 
just run around looking for a Denny’s and trying not to 
get a job.” 

Meanwhile, others remain enthusiastic. “They’re giving 
us a day off for Pearl Arbor Day? That’s great!” remarked 
Gil Jacobs, while describing how he’d take advantage of 
the newly christened occasioned. “I guess I’ll just have to 
go get bombed at the bar and try not to hit any trees on my 
drive home.” 


Carter was cut off when he was beaned by a spit-ball 
launched by Theodore Roosevelt. “Nice one, Teddy,” 
Carter whimpered, “Real nice shot.” 

Carter isn’t the only former president feeling left out. 
“Now that he’s got all of his new friends, he’s completely 
ignoring us,” said Great Depression era President Her¬ 
bert Hoover. “I see him in the hall and try to invite 
him to trade “Magic” cards, but he just keeps walking, 
or pretends like he has something in his eye.” A single 
tear ran down hiss cheek, “But 1 know he doesn’t have 
anything in his eye.” After a moment, Hoover began to 
bawl uncontrollably, “He was my only friend!” 

Bush has even shunned George Bush, Sr., an older 
boy who used to serve as a role model for Bush’s 
former coterie of outcasts; often meeting them behind 
the locker rooms with gifts of cigarettes and liquor. 

“I used to be a hot shot around here,” said Bush, 
Sr., visibly intoxicated and wearing a “Beaver Patrol” 
mesh-backed baseball cap. “After I beat up Saddam by 
the flagpole that one day, everybody wanted to be my 
friend. But pretty soon they started ignoring me, and 
just moved onto the next dork, to chew him up and spit 
him out. And it’ll happen to George [Jr.] too!” 

Bush himself however, remains unapologetic. “You 
know, it’s like Jack [Kennedy] was telling me—you 
can’t hang out with the Arthur Millers if you want to 
be in with the Marilyn Monroes. Or was it that you 
have to hang Arthur Miller if you want be in Marilyn 
Monroe? Unless you’re Joe Dimaggio, and then only if 
you don’t have Lou Gehrig’s disease, or something.” 

After a thoughtful moment, Bush added, “I hope 
there are fish sticks for lunch today.” 



Plus-Size Model Speaks Out On 
Pressures Of Staying Fat 

Model Eclair Horton was realizing every young woman’s 
dream of being a plus sized super model for the world’s 
top agencies... that was until she saw the under belly 
of the plus-size modeling business: Eclair was just too 
damn skinny. 

“I took a Tae Bo class just for fun and all of a sudden 
agencies just stopped calling. I lost my self-esteem right 
along with the weight,” she said. “The big accounts were 
gone: Lane Bryant, North Face snowsuits, Chili’s Baby- 
Back Ribs... I was devastated.” 

“The fashion industry sets this unbelievable standard 
for the rest of the culture to live up to while everywhere 
we turn in society we’re bombarded with messages tries 
to stay healthy. Every day I deal with Jared or Clay Henry 
on the Subway commercials, the Bailey’s down my street, 
and the lite yogurt aisle in my grocery store.” 

Horton’s modeling journey began at the age of 18 as 
she was discovered at an Indiana Fuddrucker’s, by one of 
the top plus-size modeling agencies, Elite Curves. “He 
asked me if I had ever thought about becoming a model 
and I asked him if he was going to eat the rest of his fries. 
The rest is history; just like his fries.” 

Unfortunately, after a year and a half of plus-size 
modeling and obsessing over her body, the gravy train 
came to screeching halt after being fired off a Stacker 2 
photo shoot on which she was supposed to be the before 
picture. “I’d somehow developed a high metabolism. I 
couldn’t help it. I’d lost everything. My job, my way of 
life, 216 lbs. Everything. If I can give you one message 
it’s this. We can’t all be overweight. Some of us have to 
be underweight, or just weight I guess. Even so, we’re 
all beautiful.” 
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Bush Enjoying New Seat at Popular Presidents' 

Lunch Table 

Lincoln, Washington offer him IM softball forms 








After Ten Minutes, Writer Describes 
E3W as "Like the Onion" 

Despite spending ten minutes attempting to explain her 
publication as unique and original, an unnamed staffer 
for the Michigan Every Three Weekly was forced to 
describe her paper as being “kinda like the Onion.” The 
writer felt ashamed that she could not convey the classi¬ 
fication of her paper without resorting to comparing it to 
the very thing E3W writers are told not to. “For crying 
out loud, I’m a writer. I can find humor in the collapse 
of the world trade center and I can find a way to pick on 
MSA elections, you’d think I’d be able to articulate a 
simple two-line description.” 

The newspaper, which is like the Harvard Lampoon 
(someone everyone has heard of, but never actually 
read) but less zany, has had trouble finding a succinct, 
non-referential description for what it does. Although 
E3W is somewhat a parody of the Michigan Daily, is 
isn’t as extreme as the Michigan Review’s Delay. It 
focuses on national events, but really isn’t like a Fade 
to Black. E3W staffers don’t like comparing their paper 
to the Onion, simply because people assume it is a lame 
rip-off, since there have been so many lame Onion rip- 
offs on the web. 

“I mean yeah we’re like The Onion, it’s just that people 
think that simply because we use the same premise: 
parodying newspapers, we’re ripping them off. That 
isn’t the case. Is Mad TV a rip off of SNL? Is Cracked a 
rip-off of Mad Magazine? Was Outland the same thing 
as Bloom County?” 


Graduating Campus Loudmouths 
Prepare for Irrelevant Lives 


ANN ARBOR, MI — In an annual rite that is bitter for 
student leaders, sweet for student cynics, and downright 
meaningless for the other 6 billion people on planet Earth; 
countless presidents, vice-presidents, 
treasurers, and ambassadors to 
Thailand in the 60,000-plus stu¬ 
dent groups on the U of M Campus 
will be forced to check their egos at 
the gates of Michigan Stadium and 
enter a world that just plain doesn’t 
give a shit about their “leadership 
experience.” 

Graduating officials from ISA, 

DAAP, LSASG, USAC, 2PAC, 

TUBAB, FINs!, YUMYUM, and 
I_STALIN, have been steeling 
themselves for months to pre¬ 
pare for Commencement Day [or 
Al-Nakba], which they describe 
a “mystical day of incredible 
devastation” in which all of their 
power, influence and popular¬ 
ity suddenly disappear, reducing 
them to depressed, lonely, socially 
awkward individuals chronically 
unable to get any action.- 

Interim-President B. Joseph White was all too happy to 
meditate on the insignificance of by-the-numbers activism. 
“Graduation is a real litmus test for student leaders,” he said. 
“But not the acid/base litmus test. I’m talking about the one 



where you soak the litmus in gasoline for a few hours then 
throw it into a bonfire and watch it burn out in a matter of 
milliseconds. These kids are so screwed. 

“Still,” White continued, “I guess 
the University should express token 
support for these windbags—I mean 
visionaries. After all, they’re wasted 
a hell of a lot of time over the past 
four years. While I can’t quite say 
that the University is grateful for 
their efforts, as that would require 
someone noticing, I proudly tell 
them that we didn’t mind it that 
much.” 

White’s backhanded praise, how¬ 
ever, is hardly enough to console 
Todd Leibowitz, six-term Vice- 
President and sole member of the 
White Black American Jewish Duck 
Time Aerospace Emotion Honors 
Society, (WBAJDTAEHS) a fifth- 
year Obscurity major with very little 
in the way of “intelligence,” “skill,” 
“charisma,” or “a future.” 

“I guess I was on borrowed time all 
this while.” He lamented. “I realize 
now that I took myself too seriously. It was just college 
after all. I just had this short window of time, it ended, 
and now it's like I’m not ever there anymore.” Leibowitz 
sighed. “Just like Jesus.” 


Gargoyle, SNL Race to Alienate People 
Who Enjoy Laughter 

Both The University of Michigan’s humor publication 
The Gargoyle and NBC staple, Saturday Night Live 
(SNL) released competing statements today announc¬ 
ing both groups’ steadfast commitment to alienate all 
lovers of laughter and mirth. 

“This is something we’ve been working on very hard 
for the past few years,” stated SNL producer Lome 
Michaels at a recent press conference. “Anthony 
Michael Hall and Joe Piscopo laid a foundation of 
poorly written, character-based sketches which Tracy 
Morgan and Horatio Sanz expertly exploit. Saturday 
Night Live isn’t just about Saturday, night, and live. 
It’s about annoying characters, repetitive sketches, and 
actors blatantly reading off of cue cards.” Michaels 
continued, “We’ve lowered people’s expectations for 
humor so much, a sketch with a pot smoking skier is 
considered edgy and references to Jennifer Lopez’s 
bulbous rear is genius...” 

The news also comes as no surprise to the handful of 
readers of the Gargoyle who have faithfully scanned 
the magazine in the vain search for items that actu¬ 
ally inspires laughter rather than activating their gag 
reflexes. Equally unsurprised are the few viewers who 
accidentally catch snippets of SNL while waiting for 
the Saturday Night edition of Jenny Jones to come on. 

“I took it [ Gargoyle ] because the person who gave 
it to me said it would be funny,” commented SNRE 
junior Kylie Hinton. “You would think that a guy in a 
gorilla suit pushing a shopping cart with a fake atomic 
bomb in it would have a wit as original and engag¬ 
ing as his costume; naturally one would expect such 
a character to contribute to a well-produced, thought- 
provoking, entertaining publication at the very center 
of intellectual life on this great campus.” 


Graduation Just Another Excuse for Heroin 
Addicted Student to Do Heroin 

ANN ARBOR, MI —For many students Spring Gradua- I did heroin,” and “I have to celebrate the birthday of [fic¬ 
tion is a time to reflect years at college, a time to celebrate tional inventor of heroin] Heinrich von Heroin somehow, 
with friends for the last time, a time to take stock of their don’t I?” 

futures, a time to feign interest in a commencement Carson’s constant focus on heroin has begun to grate on 
speaker they’ve never heard of tell them what to do with some of his acquaintances. 

the rest of their lives as they play Gameboy or fool with “That boy needs to stop with the goddamn heroin,” said 
their stopwatches. But, for heroin-addicted student Dave friend and housemate Dennis Anderson. “Like, all he 
Carson, it’s a time to celebrate by strapping a leather belt talks about is heroin, and how great it is, and how he can’t 
around his arm and shooting up with heroin. wait until the next time he scores some heroin. He talks 

“Graduation really makes me start thinking, you know?” about heroin brownies, heroin sandwiches, heroin egg- 
said Carson. “Sure, it makes me think about heroin, but white omelets, heroin Robert Redford, heroin badminton, 
lots of other things, too. Like, it makes me think about heroin People’s Republic of China. I can’t bring girls 
my mom, with her new boyfriend, and how pretty soon I’ll over any more ‘cause I’m afraid he’s just visualizing what 
have to be making up excuses so I can hit her up for money they would look like if they were naked and made out of 
to buy more heroin. And I’ve been thinking about my girl- heroin.” 

friend a lot lately, about how being with her is almost—but Despite Anderson’s objections, Carson maintains his 
not quite—as good as sweet, sweet heroin.” commitment to heroin. 

Friends of Carson report that as the year has rolled on, “The way I see it, graduation is just the beginning of my 
he’s been coming up with more and more excuses to use life. There are a lot of things out there in the world for me. 
heroin. Among these reasons are, “It helps me relax,” There’s a lot of heroin to be done, a whole series of failed 
“I’ve got a big paper due tomorrow,” “Leonard Nimoy is methadone treatments to be gone through, and a load of 
hosting Nova,” “It’s Tuesday,” “I’m commemorating the good times to be had. Yes, with all this in store for me, the 
five-minute anniversary of that time five minutes ago when future looks positively heroin. I’m heroin forward to it.” 



Visit www.everythreeweekly.com for 
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Letters and Features 


Letters to the Editor 

All of the following letters are real. If you see your letter 
printed here and would like a dumper sticker, please stop 
by the VAC office and pick on up. Don’t want to see the 
E3W go away forever? Glad it might not come back? 
Email us at threeweeks.letters@umich.edu and tell us 
why. 

Subject: Jonesing for E3W 
Date: Wed, 13 Mar 2002 07:25:43 
From: Aleta Sutterfield <aleta_ 
marie23 @yahoo.com> 

To: threeweeks.letters@umich.edu 

you gotta help me! I am fiending for a new E3W. it’s 
been a month since the last issue and I can’t wait any 
longer! What am I supposed to do with my time? I already 
read all the back issues, yes I am that hard 

up for a little amusement. You don’t actually expect me 
to WORK at my job do you? 

Seriously, keep it up, you have got some real genius at 
work there. Are you guys hot too? What a combo. 

Women must swoon before you. 

Well here ya go. Sorry, but you’ll have to wait a while for 
the next one. If we come out with a summer one, it’ll be a 
best of, and summer updates will be far and few between. 
Maybe September? Anyway thanks for reading us, and 
liking us, and obsessing over our back issues. And yes, we 
do expect you to work at work. Kinda like how busses are 
supposed to be at bus stations. As for being hot, those of us 
with girlfriends (like 2 of us) aren't hot, but our girlfriends 
think so. The ladies on staff are quite beautiful, and yes, 
women swoon for them as well. 


Subject: Lose your illusions II 
Date: Fri, 29 Mar 2002 14:56:32 
From: Ben <bcichon@umich.edu> 

To: <threeweeks.letters@umich.edu> 

Thanks for acknowleding my last email, however, I think 
you missed the point. I was trying to say that I’ve seen edgier 
stuff in the pre-op room at a liposuction clinic. Every time 
I step on your paper I have to leave my shoes outside for 
another 3 weeks. The pusification of the U of M campus 
starts with your paper. You guys are safer than sparklers. 
I’ve seen more offensive stuff on bumper stickers. 

The reason this reader keeps sending annoying email is 
that he’s upset that the garbage he gave us at the beginning 
of the year wasn’t good enough to make staff. You know 
Bennie I wasn ’t going to do this, but after two letters you’ve 
given me no choice. Actual unedited Ben Cichon “this is 
my sense of humor,” headlines submitted this fall: 

Sting Divorces; Tells World of Secret Pleasures ofTantric 
Masturbation 

College Kid Buys KORN T-Shirt: Wears it 

Yes sir, that KORN headline is one intense bastard. Look 
dude, it sucks that you’re not funny, but you don’t’ have to 
be a tool about it. A.s the Bible says, “assholeness begets 
assholeness, so calm down and get a life for Christ’s sake.” 

The following is an excerpt from The Scoop’s 10 activi¬ 
ties you’ll want to get involved with next year. The Scoop 
is an email newsletter generated by the UM Alumni asso¬ 
ciation. 



5.Do-RAK (do random acts of kindness). 

http://www.umich.edu/~circlek/index2.html 

4.The Michigan Every Three Weekly satirical newspaper. 

www.umich.edu/~uac/threeweeks/ 

3.The Detroit Project. A day of service in Detroit in early 
April. 

www.umich.edu/~thedp 

2.Habitat for Humanity, www.umhabitat.org 

1.Student Alumni Council. Your friends that have brought 

you The Scoop all year. 

http://www.umich.edu/~umalumni/students/index.html 

It’s somewhat flattering to be mentioned along with 
those organizations, which actually “do good” rather than 
“perpetuate evil.” Some staffers thought this was a mis¬ 
take. Some thought it was a typo. Some can’t even read, 
and took to using the newsletter as a corset. Regardless, 
we’ve reached the conclusion that the Alumni Association 
included us just to demonstrate their own perverse senses 
of humor... 

You’ll pay for this, Student Alumni Council. Yes, you’ll 
pay. 


Email us at: 

threeweeks.letters @ umich.edu 

Only 2 letters?! How can we make fun 
of you if you don’t write us. 


E3W Guide to Throwing a Party 


We’ve all had that feeling. You’ve just passed your last 
exam and you want to get crazy naked freaky stupid wild 
with everyone around you. You’ve got the house, but 
none of the know-how on show to throw the biggest 
shin-dig since your parents let you stay up to watch Dick 
Clark’s Rockin’ New Years Eve ’92. So as a public service 
to a campus in desperate need of unabashed drinking, 
booty shaking, and “getting all up in this pizzy with a 
bunch of fly ass hizzies,” we present to you this guide. 

Mood When you boil it down, people who go to 
a party want to drink and try to get laid. Bottom line. 
However, the people who need to go to parties to get laid 
are generally of the Elephant Man variety. By turning the 
lights down, that horrible, disfiguring grease scar on your 
face from your Arby’s days becomes passable as a wound 
acquired in a heroic duel. For the heavyset, wear black 
apparel as camouflage, and your girth will blend with the 
night. 

Drinking age Now there’s probably a law against 
serving alcohol to minors, so protect against this. As 
guests approach your door, verify their eligibility to con¬ 
sume spirituous beverages by asking them, “You’re over 
21, right?” then wink and nudge them with your elbow 
while excitedly nodding your head. This provides you 
with an airtight defense against legal repercussions. For 
further peace of mind, set aside a room in international 
waters for minors who’d like to drink. 

Music Familiarity is part of a party’s charm. People 
expect certain kinds of music, just as they expect to see 
friends and colleagues. Don’t try to break the mold by 
showcasing some of your John Cage collection or play¬ 
ing Pink Floyd’s deepest tracks. Stick to the classical 
cannon—Montel Jordan’s “This is How we Do It,” “I like 


to Move It,” and anything else that can be found on a Jock 
Jams CD. 

Alcohol People at a party expect shitty booze. Good 
alcohol at a house party is like the hooker with a heart 
of gold—sometimes it works, but only in the movies, and 
even then generally not. Try to get something named 
after someone, but not someone famous. Sam Adams is 
good but pricey. Troy Frinkelstein’s Bathtub Brew might 
be more up your ally. 

Cops “Fuck the police. Fuck the police. Fuck ’em. 
Fuck the police. Fuck the police. Fuck ’em.” God, who 
doesn’t love that CD? Law enforcement officials appar¬ 
ently. So when the authorities pull up, turn off the bass, 
flip the latest Cole Porter disk onto the Victerola, sport 
a monocle, and resume the festivities as if the year were 
1929, old chap! When the Man gets to your door, let him 
take in the anachronistic splendor for a moment. Inevi¬ 
tably, it’ll only take a few moments to convince the old 
boozer that he’s drunk, inspiring him leave your soiree 
alone before risking another demotion to the mule- 
patrol. Ah, monocles. What can’t they do? 

Clean up In Freud’s seminal work, “Spotless Lust: 
The Urge to Clean”, the father of psychoanalysis proves 
that the signifiers “Clean” and “Dirty” are subjective dis¬ 
placements of repressed memory. Too hung-over for the 
syllables? Look at it this way: by “cleaning”, you are in fact 
denying the past, and unless she was over 250 and under 
4’6, what is there to deny? Don’t call it a “beer stain,” call 
it “nostalgia!” Why see “hole in the wall” when you could 
think “mystical window of fun?” Is that a “vomit stain” or 
a “blissful affirmation of the human spirit?” In short, the 
mess is what proves how good your party was. Clean it 
up, and nobody will know how cool you are. 
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Obligatory Letters From The 
Outgoing Editors 


The future of the Every Three Weekly is uncer¬ 
tain, my friends. Between graduation and the 
loss of two other staff members to study abroad 
programs, the producers of the vast majority of 
articles for the last two years’ issues won’t be 
returning next fall. What does this all mean? 
Well, there will probably be a summer issue 
acting as both a “Best Of” and “Welcome, 
Freshmen” edition. After that, and possibly 
some uncomfortable silence, no one’s quite 
sure. The question is not whether we have 
talented staff members returning: we do. The 
question is whether we can find enough new to 
add to the old. Next fall we’ll find out. Until 
then, here are the final thoughts from those 
leaving us. 

Amol Parulekar 

After three years and 26 issues, I’m hanging up 
my E3W pen. I’d like to thank everyone on this 
campus that gave me the opportunity to make 
you laugh, cringe, and cry. The E3W has given 
a lot to me—it’s easily the single most important 
activity that has defined my college existence. I 
never would have thought a simple idea cooked 
up by three engineers would grow into a campus 
event involving 15,000 issues distributed eight 
times a year. However, 116 of my stories later, 

here we are. 

This paper 
gave me an 
outlet, it intro¬ 
duced me to my 
girlfriend of 27 
months, and got 
me in cahoots 
with my writ¬ 
ing partner and 
good friend Paul 
Malewitz. Sure, it’s pissed off some people and 
irrevocably damaged ties with others, but that’s 
what life is. 

What lies ahead for the E3W? I don’t know. 
Perhaps it’s my arrogance to think the E3W 
won’t prosper without me, or the knowledge 
that 3 other major contributors will be leav¬ 
ing with me this issue. All I ask is that the 
future editors take a look at every issue and 
ask themselves, “Could we have done better?” 
And if there ever is an instance when you don’t 
respond with a quick, resounding “no,” close up 
shop. Don’t jump the shark, and don’t turn into 
the Simpsons. 

But who knows? Perhaps the E3W will 
grow into something beyond my imagination, 
even a formidable opponent to the Onion. I’ll 
eagerly log onto everythreeweekly.com from 
my sunny LA apartment where Paul and I will 
try our hand at writing scripts to see what the 
post-Amol E3W is like. Wow. I’m attaching 
my name to a story. Broke the first rule of E3W 
writing. Fuck. 

Yoni Brenner 

When I first decided to enter the priesthood, 
believe me, I lot of people told me I couldn’t 
do it. “You’re too young,” they said, “You’re 
Jewish,” they jeered, “You’re a woman!” they 
cried. And then they would say, “Oh, sorry,” 
and, “You were far away, we couldn’t tell,” and. 


‘You’ve got to admit, you’ve got a really high 
voice.” But naysayers be damned, I did it. 

I remember when I announced my plan to 
conquer the Incas. “You’re crazy,” they said, 
‘Hernando DeSoto did that 500 years ago,” they 
said, and “That’s not a conquistador hat, that’s 
my turtle, Uncle Yoni!” But I did it. And I 
became a legend. 

What have these stories taught me? That 
there’s nothing more innately human than lying. 
Really, have you ever heard of a puma faking an 
orgasm? Of a hamster committing tax fraud? 
No. Of course not. And making things up is 
what the Every 
Three Weekly is 
all about. 

So, I’m proud 
to have written 
many a lie for 
the E3W; from 
Ralph Williams’ 
experiments 
in basketball, 
to the EU’s 
standardization of ethnic slurs, to the carcino¬ 
genic effects of large headlines. (My ego and 
I have compiled my full E3W credits at http: 
//www.umich.edu/~jbrenner/) 

This tradition in mind, I give my priestly 
blessing to the next generation of writers, and to 
you, the reader, for, uh, I guess, reading. So, in 
all sincerity, I thank you. 

From the very bottom of Brian Clarke’s 
heart. 

Brian Clarke 

When I think about the essence of comedy, I 
usually start to giggle uncontrollably. That’s 
because comedy isn’t about you laughing at 
me; it’s about me laughing at you. I write 
primarily to amuse myself, as do most good 
comics. Not to say that comedy is created in a 
bubble—unless you’re a bubble boy, like in that 
movie Backdraft. The very best comics actu¬ 
ally do amuse others. But if a comedian’s first 
thought is about the audience, he or she has lost 
sight of what’s important. 

So, when I joined the Every Three Weekly in 
the Fall of 2000, it was an outlet for all of the 
amusing of myself that needed to be done. And 
when, at the end of that school year, I bullied 
the head editors into making me a copy editor, 
it was because Yoni did most of the self-promo¬ 
tion for the both of us. Cheers to his inflamed 
ego. 

I want to thank 
the editors, writ¬ 
ers, and staff of 
the E3W, who 
give us what¬ 
ever greatness 
we have. And 
I also want to 
thank the stu¬ 
dents who pay 
that “Activities 
Fee” on their tuition to sponsor us whether they 
like it or not. Hopefully, though, you all have 
enjoyed the paper and my writing these past two 
years. Though if you’ve ever found yourself in 


class, reading a headline like “Future-Predict¬ 
ing Monkey Just Wants to Eat Bananas” and 
scratching your head in confusion, just know 
that the chuckling you heard behind you might 
have been me. But don’t worry; I’m laughing at 
you, not with you. 

Before I go, I have to reveal a little secret. 
As a going-away gift to you, we’ve included a 
belated April Fools’ joke in this issue: one of 
our stories is real, not made up at all. I think 
you’ll be pleasantly surprised at which one. If 
you think you’ve figured it out, email your 
answer to threeweeks@umich.edu to claim a 
free E3 W button or bumper sticker. 

From the very bottom of Brian Clarke’s 
heart. 

Paul Malewitz 

In saying goodbye to something one’s been 
a part of for three years, the temptation is to 
choose the route more sappy. Every year we 
read farewells in various publications, fondly 
describing “late nights with pizza and friends 
while getting the issue done.” These experi¬ 
ences are presented as if they were exclusive, 
world changing, and different from those of the 
readers. Screw that. If you’ve never stayed up 
late, had friends, or eaten a pizza, maybe some¬ 
one leaving a student publication shouldn’t be 
your biggest concern. 

Rest assured, there is no hidden, life-changing 
message in this text, 
and you won’t 
need to achieve 
full wistfulness 
by spinning a 
Michelle Branch 
CD and plan¬ 
ning your scan 
of the final sen¬ 
tence to coincide 
perfectly with 
the end credits of 
Felicity’s series finale as it plays on your VCR. 

I just want to say thanks. Thanks for reading 
our paper. Thanks for those of you who came to 
Louis Black and cheered when they mentioned 
the name of this publication. Thanks for letting 
me print an article every year with a character 
named John Anderson who was essentially me 
being bitter about something, and kudos to the 
guy who got pissed and started yelling at me on 
the Diag the afternoon I thanked him for ignor¬ 
ing me and told him to have a nice day. 

But most of all, thanks for having opinions. 
Thanks for telling us we were shitty when we 
were shitty, thanks for saying we were good 
when we were good, and thanks for sending in 
all manner of weird comments and ideas (yes, 
the letters are real) just to get cheaply made 
bumper stickers and buttons. 

So now I guess it’s back to updating a long- 
neglected website, before setting off for Cali¬ 
fornia with a pile of screenplays. If you happen 
to have any connections.. *makes ’’call me 
motion,” then lamely stares at the ground*... 
um.. .yeah. If you get bored this summer. I’ll 
be around. Stop by the Heidelberg’s open mic 
on a Tuesday to say hi. If you’re not bored, well, 
thanks for tuning in. I’ll miss you crazy kids. 
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Other News 


UM Lands Top Armenian Studies Recruit 


ANN ARBOR, MI — In the University’s 
first clear action to rejuvenate its falter¬ 
ing Armenian Studies roster, Department 
officials have announced the commit¬ 
ment of one of the most promising and 
sought-after Armenian Studies students 
in the nation to attend the University of 
Michigan in the 2002-2003 school-year. 

Jeffrey Bardakjian, a 5’8, 125 pound 
Senior at the Bethesda Academy Char¬ 
ter School of Bethesda, MD reportedly 
signed his letter of intent early last week 
after consulting for weeks with friends, 
family, and Armenian Studies boosters 
from around the country. Barring injury, 
Bardakjian could make the active roster 
of several 400-level AS classes by Janu¬ 
ary ’03. 

“This is a landmark moment for the 
whole department,” said Armenian Stud¬ 
ies chair Ramkavar Arshakyn. “Every¬ 
one has been watching this kid for a 


while, and he’s really got the potential 
to take our Armenian Studies to the 
next level.” Reportedly, Arshakyn has 
been striving to achieve this fabled “next 
level” for years, which would include a 
desk, 1-2 chairs, and a new location in 
the Modern Languages Building “with¬ 
out so many urinals.” 

“Bardakjian is the final piece of the 
puzzle,” stated Raffi Markaryan, pro¬ 
fessor of Medieval Armenian Design 
and Architecture. “He’s really going to 
round out the team we’ve got right now, 
and with Vano Manukian and Eddie 
Shaginian graduating next year, and 
Marie Ayvazian thinking about going 
abroad, we expect him to add some 
real stability to the department. He 
also gives us a deep threat across the 
field—literature, music, geography—that 
we really haven’t had since we got to the 
Final Four with Steve Demirchian in ’92. 


Not to mention that famous Bardakjian 
flair everyone’s been talking about!” 

Markaryan was referring to Bardakji- 
an’s now legendary term paper, in which 
he facetiously defended Azerbaijan’s 
sovereignty over Nagorno-Karabakh, 
implicitly undermining ethnic and 
geographic claims over the region and 
clearly indicting [Azerbaijani President] 
Aliyev of misappropriating control of 
the Abseron Yasaqligi Peninsula to for¬ 
eign developers despite promises that 
Caspian interests would not be exploited 
until separatist interests in the Nago¬ 
rno-Karabakh as well as the Kur-Araz 
Ovaligi lowlands (not to be confused 
with the Qarabag Yaylasi highlands) 
were sated. “You don’t see that kind of 
razzle-dazzle geopolitical theorization 
every day!” Markaryan exclaimed. 

Bardakjian himself seemed relieved 
after quieting months of speculation over 


his academic intentions. “Michigan’s got 
a great department. I talked to Professor 
Arshakyn a bunch of times in the past 
few weeks, and I’m more confident than 
[Armenian Communist Party chairman 
Vladimir] Darbinyan about [the decom¬ 
mission of the under-funded nuclear 
power plant at] Matsamor that this is the 
right Armenian Studies Department for 
me. 1 feel like an old-fashioned Gyumri 
boy on my first trip to Yerevan!” After 
a chorus of chuckles from the assembled 
crowd, Bardakjian continued, “But 
really, I’m most excited about the fans. 
I mean, the chance to do what I love in 
front of nearly 2-3 other people every 
week? That’s the kind of exposure every 
little kid who loves Armenian Studies 
dreams of. I just can’t wait to get up 
there and help contribute.” 


Exchange Student Contracts Foot and Mouth 

British Cow Tipping Experiment Goes Terribly Awry 


DORCESTER, ENGLAND- LS&A Senior Dwayne 
Peterson recently experienced the darker side of Eng¬ 
land’s picturesque country-shore. Peterson was visiting 
English relatives and found himself longing for a taste 
of Brittania’s wild side. 

“It wasn’t supposed to be like this,” stated the Min¬ 
nesota native. “I just wanted to show my cousins a good 
time. So we waited until late at night, headed out for the 
nearest field and found ourselves some sleeping cows. It 
was all going just great, but I guess I didn’t realize just 
how mad these cows could get. I mean, we tipped one 
over, and it was like it was going crazy or something. 
She was foaming at the mouth and everything.” 

Things went from bad to worse as Peterson and his 


British family members fled the incensed bovine. They 
soon found themselves cornered by the incoherent cow. 

“It was so messed up,” stated Peterson. “Once she got 
close to us, she stopped and started walking towards us 
real slow. She got close enough for us to see the whites 
in her strangely deranged eyes. Then, I swear I heard 
her whisper, ‘Heeeeere’s Johnny!’ After that, every¬ 
thing gets really fuzzy.” 

Though his relatives escaped with only minor injuries, 
Peterson suffered massive hoof wounds to his mouth 
and feet in addition to the terminal neurological condi¬ 
tion-adding injury to injury. He is currently in stable 
condition at the U of M Hospital, bruised, crazy, but 
wiser for the experience 


President Bush To Receive Honorary Middle 

School Diploma 


Houston, TX - In recognition of his staunch patrio¬ 
tism and firm leadership in the aftermath of the 
September 11 crisis, President George W. Bush will 
receive an honorary degree this June during the 8 th 
grade graduation ceremony at Sam Houston Middle 
School. 

In a press statement announcing the honor, Sam 
Houston Middle School’s Principal Ted Whipple 
praised the hope President Bush inspires in the dullest 
pupils at Houston Middle School, “The belief that ‘C’ 
students can accomplish so much with so little.” 

The President learned of his honorary middle school 
diploma today at a White House luncheon he hosted 
for the nation’s three Black Republicans. Mr. Bush 
greeted the news warmly, expressing his delight that 
Houston Middle School appreciates his efforts to 
guide the country. “I am gratefully thankful that the 
youth of America understands how much here we care, 


ummmm, about them and their future, our future. 
Future. They’re good folk, with good hearts, and a 
future that lies entirely ahead of them.” 

“I love you this much,” President Bush added with 
his arms fully outstretched. 

Mr. Bush’s father and mother, the former President 
and First Lady, plan to attend the ceremony. Deliver¬ 
ing a statement to the press, Barbara Bush, beaming 
proudly, described her elation at her son’s remarkable 
accomplishment, “He’s our special young man!” she 
said. “This 8 th grade diploma certainly rewards his 
unique talents!” A tear came to her eye.” You can 
bet that this congratulatory bumper sticker is going 
straight onto our station-wagon!” 

Mr. Bush and his family will visit Sam Houston 
Middle School on May 30, the day before the Presi¬ 
dent begins his four-month summer vacation at Camp 
David. 


Interested in writing for the Every Three Weekly? 
Email us at threeweeks@umich.edu 


FRANCE 

from page 1 


John “Minister of Sequins” in 1988. 

It remains unclear, however, what authority 
this announcement carries for French posses¬ 
sions and protectorates. Marcellin Lubeth, pres¬ 
ident of Guadeloupe, regarded Chirac’s words 
with reservation. “Logically, this would suggest 
that Guadeloupe and other lands that are kind of 
French are now also kind of gay.” Lubeth shuf¬ 
fled uncomfortably. “Not that I have a problem 
with that. It’s just that we’ve been getting some 
pretty weird vibes from Haiti lately, and if they 
hear about this—well, they might start getting 
the wrong idea. I mean, Haiti’s really nice and 
all, but we got into this kind of situation with 
Martinique a few years ago, and suffice to say, 
a lot of feelings were hurt.” Lubeth shook his 
head. “They still haven’t returned my Madonna 
records.” 

Diplomatic appearances aside, perhaps no one 
has sensed France’s leanings more than foreign 
visitors. UM student Jeffrey Wilkinson’s suspi¬ 
cions were aroused during his semester abroad 
in Fall of 2000. “To tell you the truth, this 
whole gay thing cleared a lot of things up for 
me. I mean, think about how many obviously 
homoerotic things are central to French cul¬ 
ture-baguettes, eclairs, men named ‘Jean’—oh, 
and don’t get me started on bidets. I don’t even 
want to know the truth about that.” Wilkinson 
shivered slightly. “But that doesn’t change how 
I feel about the country. It’s still the same old 
France. I mean, I don’t think we should act any 
differently around it, or try to set it up with that 
great-looking dancer who lives in 4F. France is 
a fabulous country with a really cool language 
and history, and we should all appreciate it for 
what it is, not its sexual orientation.” 

Wilkinson paused for a moment. “Still, I can 
tell you right now that I’m never going near that 
Eiffel Tower again.” Wilkinson winced in dis¬ 
gust. “That’s just gross.” 
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Mrs. James Earl Jones Committed for Schizophrenia 


Swears she keeps hearing voice of God 


In one of the more 
tragic cases of high- 
profile mental illness 
in recent years, the 
wife of distinguished 
actor James Earl Jones 
was placed in a straight- 
jacket and rushed 
to Bellvue Mental 
Hospital Thursday 
morning when she 
maintained that she 
hears the voice of God 
constantly—whether 
at home, watching 
Coming to America, 
attending husband & 
wife ballroom danc¬ 
ing lessons, or talking 
with her husband on a 
cell phone. 



God 


“This sort of delusional schizophrenia is 
common in celebrity wives,” said mental health 
specialist Randy Thompson. “Often the pressures 
of social notoriety prove to be too much for these 
dainty southern belles, used to a life of privilege 
and passion, and ultimately they lose everything. 
Eventually, they move in with their sister, and her 
violent fiance, Stanley Kowalski, in seedy New 
Orleans neighborhood, where the descent into 
madness is only accelerated.” Putting a book¬ 
mark in his Tennessee Williams anthology, he 
continued. “Fortunately, we were able to inter¬ 
vene way before Scene Nine, I mean, uh, before 
things got worse.” 

Still, the news comes as a shock to friends of 
the Jones’, who were the first to notice symp¬ 
toms of Mrs. Jones’ illness. “I didn’t think it 
was that serious,” said Gladys Richardson, a 
friendly neighbor. “But it happened all the 
time. At dinner James would say ‘Please pass 
the potatoes, dear,’ and she would suddenly look 


up to the heavens with this mystical look on her face. 
Same thing when he shouted ‘I can’t find my blue pants, 
honey!’ and ‘What time is Dawson’s Creek on?’ Once I 
remember him reading the instructions on the back of a 
Rice-a-Roni package, and she just fell into some kind of 
religious rapture. It was kind of weird.” 

Mr. Jones, who has played many God-like characters, 
from Darth Vader to King Mufasa to the voice of CNN is 
said to be surprised and devastated by his beloved wife’s 
descent into madness. “He is just as confused as every¬ 
one else,” said spokesman Peter Bender, “Even though 
his resonant voice might still sound deep, calm, steady, 
all-knowing and all-powerful, there is no question that 
Mr. Jones is extremely upset.” 

Mrs. Jones’ troubles continue a strange trend of mental 
breakdowns in celebrity relationships. Just last month 
Tim Curry’s wife was hospitalized for claiming to have 
seen the devil, Mrs. Charleton Heston developed a rare 
paranoia that someone was trying to shoot her, and a 
deluded Penelope Cruz became convinced that she’d 
been having sex with herself for weeks. 


Lead Singer 


Less than two months after Time maga¬ 
zine posed the question of whether Irish 
rocker Bono could save the world, the 
front man of U2 announced that he 
his personal efforts had caused eternal 
peace on earth. 

“My fellow citizens of this planet,” 
Bono stated in a press release earlier this 
week, “It is to my great satisfaction that 
I announce that not only am I the lead 
singer of the greatest band on earth, and 
that I own a really nice jacket with an 
American flag-patterned lining, but also 
that I have saved your world.” 

Among his accomplishments, Bono 
claims to have successfully brokered an 
understanding between the Islamic and 
Jewish faiths, discovered a super-abun¬ 
dant, non-polluting fuel obtained as a 


of Self-Proclaimed "Greatest Rock Band Ever" 
Declares Self World Savior 


Bono: "I kindajust like making crazy declarations." 


byproduct of feeding starving children, 
and that a ragtag coalition of gay, trans¬ 
sexual, six-toed Inuit republican midgets 
has simultaneously generated respect 
for the gay, transsexual, six-toed Inuit 
midget republican community among 
mainstream Inuit culture and saved the 
rainforest, using only U2’s Joshua Tree 
album. 

“I really am impressed,” said Bono 
while pretending to be Dr. Stephen Heald 
of the USDA. “With all the technology 
we’ve had at our hands, and all the effort, 
we were never able to develop safe, effec¬ 
tive fuel solutions. But now, for just the 
price of a cup of coffee every day, we can 
drive to work while saving starving chil¬ 
dren. Who would have thought the only 
power we really needed to harness was 


that of the human spirit? I’ll tell you who. 
Bono. That’s who would have thought 
it. Blessed, blessed, beloved Bono, the 
greatest human being ever, in the history 
of ever. Bigger than the Beatles.” 

Despite all his Herculean efforts, how¬ 
ever, Bono still believes his greatest gift 
to Earth is the one he’s been giving all 
along. 

“My music is still my legacy,” Bono 
said. “For there is but one love, one life, 
and it leaves you if you don’t care for it. 
I care for it. It’s a beautiful day, people. 
And Bono has brought that beauty. He 
would have brought that beauty with or 
without you.” 

The singer then exploded, consumed 
by the uncontainable fire of his own 
sense of self-worth. 



Apparently saving the world 
requires you to wear ugly glasses 


A Beautiful Mind, Shrek Win Oscars Despite Inaccuracies 


A Beautiful Mind, the “true” story of schizophrenic 
mathematician John Nash, won the 2001 Oscar for best 
picture, shocking many critics who find fault with the 
film’s inaccuracies. 

“True story my ass,” said Detroit Free Press critic 
Terry Lawson. “There was nothing true about this film 
at all. The movie left out several key parts of Nash’s life. 
They never even mentioned Nash’s bisexuality, or his 
anti-Semitic remarks, or his love of Perfect Strangers. 
Oddly enough, he liked Cousin Larry more than Balki, 
because Larry was always coming up with those wacky 
schemes. 

“Also,” continued Lawson, “the real John Nash didn’t 
even own a grey tweed suit coat with brown wool pants. 
And, even while he was sane, he used to eat babies, 
because he believed they would give him the power of 
their youth. And the parts with Mrs. Nash were wrong. 


too. For example, the real Mrs. Nash never won an 
Academy Award. And the real Mrs. Nash did not have 
giant breasts. Nor did she costar in the film The Rock¬ 
eteer. It’s all lies.” 

Instead of Mind, Lawson believes the Oscar should 
have gone to The Lord of the Rings. “That film was 
so much better. I’m not much of a history buff, but 
my nephew assured me it was all completely true, just 
before he returned to his game of Dungeons and Drag¬ 
ons.” 

Lawson also attacked Dreamworks SKG’s hit 3D- 
animation film Shrek, which took the Oscar for Best 
Animated Feature. 

“First of all, ogres are not sweet and cuddly, like 
Shrek became. Secondly, have you ever heard a donkey 
talk? They do not sound like Eddie Murphy—more 
like Murphy Brown while she was pregnant. And they 


aren’t sassy and certainly aren’t capable of enjoying a 
delicious parfait. All they ever do is talk about is how 
much they like hay, and how sometimes they wish they 
could be a beautiful horse. Dreamworks wasn’t brave 
enough to show us the truth about ogres and talking 
donkeys, just like Ron Howard couldn’t tell us the true 
story of an anti-Semitic, baby-eating math professor 
clad in something other than a grey tweed suit coat. 
Also, Ron Howard is an evil magician, and his mom 
didn’t love him.” 

Critic Arnold Sanders of WFTN radio in Skokie 
defended the two films from Lawson’s attacks. 

“A movie doesn’t have to be accurate,” stated Sanders 
emphatically. “Look at Harry Potter. You expect me to 
believe in flying brooms, monsters, and British people? 
Yeah right.” 




After three full years, 26 issues, two threatened lawsuits, and 
an attempt at having our funding taken away, we’ve pretty 

much pissed off everyone on campus. 

Join the Fun! 

The E3W is looking for new writers, graphic artists, 
photoshop wizards, and web gurus. 

If you don’t want to see the E3W disappear, be sure to email 

threeweeks @ umich.edu 




